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MICHELE LAUREN 

On Saturday, February 13, a 
beautiful baby girl, Lauren 
Michele, made her debut. 
She weighed eight pounds, 
twelve ounces and was 21 
inches long. Her proud 
parents are Mary Lynn 
(Chianese) and Dan 
Nazzaro, owners of the Qua- 
kerbridge Office Supplies at 
12 Flock Road in Mercerville, 
NJ . 





CAF-'S AND GOWNS 

□n May 12, Angela Gervasio, 
daughter o-f Lucy Bilancia Gerva- 
sia, graduated from Virginia 
Wes 1 eya n Co 1 1 ege , i n Nor f o 1 k , 
Virginia, receiving her Bachelor's 
degree in Fine Arts. Angela also 
played -(-our years of varsity 
soccer for the VWC Lady Marlins, 
and helped lead her team to a 
fine 14-2-2 record this season. 

Angela will continue living 
and working in the Virginia Beach 
vicinity, and will apply her 
education providing art therapy 
for the physically disab-led and 
mentally retarded. 

On May 25th, F-'omp and Cir- 
cumstance struck again at the 
Gerv a s i o ' s w I'l e n V< a 1 p h G e i- v a s i o , 
Angela's brother, graduated from 
Trenton State College with a 
Bachelor of Arts in English,, 
Ralph graduated with highest 
honors, receiving a medal for 
his completion of the school's 
Honors F='rogram. Rialph was aJ so 
the recipient of the Holman Award 
•f-or Academic Achievement, the 
English Department's highest, 

R a ] p h w 1 1 1 c c:) n 1 1 n u e to war- 1--: 
as an executive recruiter of bio- 
m e d 1 c a 1 a n d p h a r nt a c e ut ic a 1 p r o f e s - 
sionals for the F'R Management Con- 
sultants group m Princeton. 



A NEW STAR SHINES AMONG US 

by Angelica Roberts, Fran 
Bilancio and Ira Giuseppe 

Luigi Willis Roberts Bilancio 
was born June 14, 1990, and 
welcomed by the loving arms of 
his family — Angelica Roberts, 
Francis Bilancio, and big 
brother Ira Giuseppe Roberts 
Bilancio . 

He weighed seven pounds , 
ten ounces at birth, and was 
21 inches in length. His name 
reflects the continents and 
generations of family history 
spanned by his heritage. 

His brother Ira, who cele- 
brates his seventh birthday 
this June, gently cares for 
"little Louis," kissing his 
baby cheeks; his papa Fran 
plays mandolin for him (as he 
did for Angelica during labor!); 
and his mama shows him Michigan 
sunsets as they visit the 
family garden. 

Louie and his family are 
staying with his Grandma 
Roberts and Uncle Mark in 
Kalamazoo. His grandpa, Wilbur 
Roberts, passed away this past 
Christmas, but Louie brings new 
life and joy to all. 

Luigi Willis Roberts Bilancio's 
current address is 4416 E. Milham, 
Kalamazoo, Michigan.- 49001. 

TOUR TO ITALY 

Lewis Bilancio, Bernice Smailer^ 
Corinne Bilancio, Lucy Gervasio, 
Phyllis Gervasio, Erasmo 
Ciccolella, and Irene DeFelice 
Zakresky will be going on a tour 
of Italy with Globus Gateway. 
Irens was one of the original 
members of the Epicurean 
Society of 50 years ago. Besides 
the twelve days visiting Rome, 
Florence, Milan, Stresa and 
Swiss highlights, they expect 
to meet friends in Florence 
and relatives in Rome and 
Casandrino. You'll be 
hearing from us Trhen we return. 

FAMILY MAXIM 

Chi si bruscia cull'acqua cucenta 
si metta paura dell'acqua fredda, 

He who gets burnt with hot water 
becomes afraid of the cold water 

(Once bitten, twice shy) 
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A MEMORIAL DAY TRIBUTE 

Memorial Day 1990 was the first 
Memorial Day in many decades when the 
personable and smiling faces of my 
brother Blacey C. Immordino and 
brother-in-law Leo Bilancio were 
not available for family and 
friends to enjoy. They answered 
their creator's call on April 23, 
1990 and October 5, 1989, respec- 
tively. Blacey at age 70 becoming 
the victim of a belatedly diag- 
nosed killer cancer. An "out of 
the blue" heart attack claimed 
Leo at age 62. 

Blacey and Leo had much in com- 
mon. They were both children of 
Southern Italian immigrants and 
shared a common birthdate , March 
14th. Their inherited humanity 
attracted and benefitted untold 
numbers of relatives, friends, 
students and acquaintances. 

During World War II they 
served their country honorably 
and with distinction. Within 
three months of Pearl Harbor, 
Blacey, at age 21, was serving 
in the U.S. Army. He was with 
the 7th Armored Division through 
all of its trials and tribula- 
tions from Louisiana's Camp 
Polk and surviving the battle 
hardened experiences of the 
European Theatre of War (1942- 
45). Leo, eight years Blacey 's 
junior, at age 18 became a 
member of the United States Air 
Force (1945-47), leaving the 

Note: See article on Oglethorpe 
Univ.'s tribute to Leo Bilancio on p. 



Air Force Reserves in 1959. 

Blacey and Leo live on through 
the hearts and minds of their 

students. Leo,af f ectionately 
known as "Mr. Oglethorpe" by 
students, faculty and administra- 
tors at the Georgia university, 
was a teacher par excellance. 
Blacey, ever a student, was a 
natural teacher honed ■ by the 
school of hard knock. His stu- 
dents were his family, relatives 
and friends, principally his 
nephews and nieces and young 
Michael Knowles, who he be- 
friended as a second father. 

The lives of everyone touched 
by Leo, be it at Oglethorpe 
University and elsewhere, were 
uniquely enriched in a manner only 
they can explain. In the words of 
Henry Adams: "A Teacher affects 
eternity... he can never tell when 
his influence stops." 

Blacey and Leo were religious in 
the highest sense. They had a 

strong sense of justice. 

What better way to succinctly 
characterize Blacey and Leo's good 
works than in the words of the 
Scottish critic and historian 
Thomas Carlyle: 

"The work that an unknown good 
man has done is like a vein 
of water flowing hidden 
underground secretly making 
the ground green . " 

Robert B. Immordino 




SOUR GRAPES? 

APRIL FOOLS DAY . A ;'ay when jokes are 
played on unsuspecting people. 
APRIL FOOL . The victim of a joke on April 
Fools day. 

When I attendee Rutgers University 

we had a school paper called The Targum 

Once a year on April 1 they published 

the Ru tgers Muqrat . In this issue would 

be bizarre articles and mis-information 

of every nature. The object of this special 

issue would be to amuse, arouse and catch 

people off guard, wake and shake them. 

In this time-honored tradition I usurped 
the format of our family paper and per- 
petrated my own April Fools hoax a la 
journalism. It also was meant to amuse, 
inspire, confuse and provoke thought. 
Sort of a personal artistic comment on 
the entire La Viqna experience. I hope 
some of you enjoyed it, and all of you 
can forgive my taking license. La Vign a 
had nothing to do with Sour Grapes . 
Mea culpa; mea maxima culpa. 
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EDITOR'S NOTE 



Back in the spring of 1968 when I was seven years old, I boarded my first airplane. It was 
an Alitalia jet bound for London. This was before wide-body planes were in use, so the cabin 
had only one aisle with several seats on each side. Everything seemed so cramped, I felt that 
this must be what a coffin is like. But the feeling soon passed as I was swept away by the 
newness of everything. The Italian stewardesses were glamourous with blue eyeshadow and 
they brought around baskets of chewing gum. Chewing gum! I wasn't allowed to have it on 
land, but here I was chomping away in full view of my father. The Wright brothers really had 
done me a favor. 

Beneath me were the clouds-- 1 had never seen them from this side before. And wheri 
dawn came-just several hours after sunset, the shortest dinner-to-breakfast time span in 
culinary history-l observed its striated colors while hunched toward the plane door window. A 
couple more hours and I sighted land. Way down below variously shaped patches of color 
appeared beneath the thinning clouds-these must be the cobblestones of old England, I 
thought. I had often played on the Atlantic Ocean's sandy American shore; now after crossing 
its wide waters to a faraway kingdom I imagined our plane gently alighting on a foggy, 
cobblestoned English beach. But as our plane lowered, I realized that the cobblestones were 
really patches of land. And we didn't land on a foggy beach after all, but rather at an airport 
that bore a remarkable resemblance to the one we had left in Queens, NY. 

The tour that my father had organized stopped in London, Paris and Rome. Many of my 
memories of these grand cities have blended in my mind with later trips, but some images 
stand out. Of London, my fondest memory is a long walk through Kensington Park with my 
father to the Peter Pan statue. When it was time to return to the hotel, I was quite tired so I 
hitched a ride on Dad's shoulders. At a certain point, he made it known that he, too, was tired. 
How could that have occurred to me? But if he noticed that his burden increased a bit, it was 
because I became weighed down by the thought that parents, too, could get tired. 

Of Paris, I remember pastries and the thrill of seeing the Eiffel Tower. But my most vivid 
memories are of Rome. We were there on Easter Sunday, and when the rest of the tour group 
joined the throngs at the Vatican, Dad and I had Easter dinner at our cousin Carmelina's home 
along with her husband Francesco and children (actually young adults) Claudio, Amalia and 
Roberto. (Carmelina's mother was the sister of my grandfather Nicola Bilancio.) I was 
relieved to realize that the Easter bunny had been able to find me in a place so far from home, 
for a big chocolate egg awaited me at Carmelina's feast table. 

One afternoon a Roman cloudburst drove Dad and me indoors-we were near a place he 
said he simply had to show me. We ducked into the church of Santa Maria delta Concezione, 
turned a corner and descended a dark staircase into one of the strangest places I have ever 
laid eyes upon: the crypt of the Capuchin monks. There were human bones everywhere, 
arranged artistically and even made into chandeliers. I was transfixed with a fascinated 
horror. 

My child's fancy found a more pleasant stimulation at the Colosseum. In the sixties it was 
still possible to climb into its upper levels, an area which has since been closed to the public. 
As I stood high up in the Colisseum and looked down at the ruins below me, I imagined myself 
a Roman princess. My subjects were spread beneath me; I gratified them with a dignified 
wave. 

As it is not my wish to be an absentee princess, I have retumed to Rome since then, and 
will go yet again this September, on a tour organized by my father, in fact (see page 1). What 
new adventures and flights of fancy await me~only time will tell. 



LETTER FROM CAUFORNIA 



We do enjoy La Vigna and want to let people know 
that 1989 was a big year for us: Pauline and I were 
married 25 years (August 8), Alex (19) and Vanessa 
(18) both entered college as freshmen, and I received 
a Distinguished Teacher Award and have completed 
twenty years at Califomia State University. Northridge, 
as a professor of English. We also spent the first full 
year in our "new" old house, a 1909 Craftsman 
bungalow that we had designated as an historical 
landmark in the City of Ventura in 1989, because of its 
original builders and its historic style and state of 
preservation. 

Also, I'm on a semester's sabbatical leave right now, 
and Pauline and I will travel to Europe, spending some 



time in Napoli and visiting Casandrino for the first time! 
We'll then move on to southern Germany and stay with 
friends in Hof, a small town on the Czech tx)rder and 
also visit the newly liberated eastern Europe. We'll 
report on the Casandrino visit in La Vigna. 

We also visit another Trenton-area cousin, Rena 
Lewis, who lives in Santa Barbara and is a therapist and 
disability specialist. My mother Elsa Chianese will be 
87 on.April 28 this year and lives near us in Ventura 
after leaving Trenton after 67 years! 

Best to La Vigna and its ever-expanding family in the 
new decade. 



BOB CHIANESE 
Fel)fuary8, 1990 
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LB. JOINS THE COMBAT ENGINEERS 
b/LBwisBtlancto 

It was the winter of 1943/44 during the African-Italian 
campaign of World War II. 

I had been assigned to an Allied Military Government 
unit for Italy, but since co-beligerency had been 
declared, the AMG was no longer needed. Hence my 
unit was dissolved, and we were all sent to the 
replacement camp at Bagnoll in Naples, a mile west of 
Posililpo. 

At Bagnoli we were fed regularly and we had no 
duty. Every morning after reveille names were called 
out and the soldiers were loaded on trucks and driven 
away. They were not informed of their destination, 
but the trucks always drove north toward the fighting 
at Cassino. 

While we waited our turn, we had fun. A limestone 
quarry nearby with its smooth white sides made a 
convenient theatre. Movies were shown there each 
evening at dari<. They were excellerit first-run shows 
featuring Tracy, Hepburn, Leslie Howard, etc. 

There were no lights. We found our way back to our 
tents by flashlights, counting rows and tents. 

After supper a friend, Sexson Humphrey, and I 
would go to the quarry-theatre and take seats in the 
front row of the enlisted men's section which was on 
bleachers behind and above the officers. 

We played chess and many a k)st game was saved 
by the dark. Once when I was ctosing in on Sexson's 
king, it became too dark to play further. So to finish 
the game I pulled out my flashlight. Immediately two 
MP's mshed over and gave me holy heH. I was 
disclosing our position to possible German airplane 
spotters. As they raved the movie came on, so I 
pointed to the powerful projector light. This infuriated 
the MP's even more. "Do you know what an order 
is?" one hollered. He wanted to pull me in forthwith, 
but the other cop calmed him down. If it hadni been 
for those MPs, I oouid have won that game (I think). 

Each night the show started with a training film on 
military courtesy. The same film each night. Can you 
imagine sokJiers standing for this? In the dark? They 
didn't. 

Every soldier was required to carry at all times a 
condom. Why, since we were restricted to camp? It 
was an order. 

As K got darker and darker, the soldiers would blow 
up these condoms and bounce them overhead until 
they floated over the officer sectton. Then flashlights 
would focus in on the condom/balloons flying around 
in the dari<. Lighted cigarette butts were thrown at 
them. If there was a hit, the baltoon would pop and fall 
on the officers bek>w. If the butt missed, it wouki do 
the same. 

Some officers would holler as they took a lit cigarette 
in the neck, or elsewhere. Others left. 

The soldiers, myself included, enjoyed this 
immensely. (However, I did not throw cigarette butts, 
since I did not smoke.) In retrospect I'm ashamed: 
those officers were mostly "90 day" wonders who 



were going to lead the soldiers in combat. Many 
never returned home. 

After a week or so at Bagnoli, I took advantage of the 
slack situation to visit Casandrino, the village of my 
parents. During one of these visits I got caught in 
Naples without a pass and thrown into the Questura 
(the Naples main police headquarters and jail). I 
cooled my heels for a few days, then was returned to 
Bagnoli. 

Here I found that I had missed the boat. An Allied 
Control Commlsston had been organized for Italy and 
Sexson as well as my other AMG friends had been 
assigned to it. I rushed to Bagnoli headquarters and 
told them about my MAG and PMQ training.- Biit'it was 
in vain--the ACC roster had been completed. 

This was an unhappy period for me. I had lost my 
friends, and my future tooked bleak. But it dklnl last 
long. In a few days my name was among those called 
and we were given two hours to pack. 

We were loaded in a truck with a bench on each side 
for seats and off we went. From Bagnoli we drove 
through Naples to Porta Capuana, a gate in the 
ancient wall through which led the road to Capua and 
on to Rome. Shortly after Porta Capuana we climbed 
the Ca|3odichlno hill, skirted the airport with the same 
name, and reached what my parents called the four 
columns (i quattro colonne) which marked the 
entrance to modem Naples. Here begins Highway 7, 
and the suburb of Secondigliano. As we drove 
northward we passed the home of Rosinella and 
Orlando at number 138. I scrutinized the windows for 
a last farewell but all shutters were closed. Four rrtiies 
up the highway we passed through the village of 
Melito, and a mile farther we passed on the left the 
two columns that mari<ed the road to Giuliano (I 
colonne i giuliano). The same crossroad to the right a 
mile farther took you to Casandrino. 

Another four miles and we passed through Aversa, 
then atx)ut 10 miles later we crossed the Vottumo 
River. 

We drove along Highway 7, also known as Via Appia 
Nuova, running roughly parallel to the ruins of Via 
Appia Antica. There were increasing evidences of 
fighting. We passed smashed villages, wrecked 
German trucks, and jeeps with their wheels blown off 
by land mines. We began to smell rotting flesh. 
Sometimes we saw boots sticking up from a furrow in 
a pk>wed field where a summary burial had taken 
place. The b>oots were mostly American. 

We stopped somewhere, and all the GIs were 
dropped off except two of us. 

About ten miles beyond the Volturno crossing we 
drove into a side road and stopped at a large shed 
with "337 Engineers Headquarters" over the door. 
There the driver received directions and drove a short 
distance to the infirmary where two long plastic bags 
were slkl onto the fk>or of the tmck by our feet. 
"Company D, Second Platoon" someone hollered, 
and off we drove up a mountain road. 

The plastic bags were closed at the top_with dog 

tags. As the truck rumbled and rattled up the rocky 
road it seemed as if something in those bags was 
trying to escape. 1 deckied to concentrate on the 
scenery. 

TO BE CONTINUED IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF LA 
VIGNA 



FAMILY MAXIM 
OG6I SI PA6A, DOMANI CREDENZA. 



A sign bearing this message was usually found in Italian 
neighborhood grocery stores in the Burg: PAY TODAY, CREDIT TOMORROW. 
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TRAINING CAMP 



Back in the 50 ' s and 60 ' s , it was customary 
for an uncle to employ a nephew on a part- 
time basis. I was 16 years old and didn't 
know what I was going to do with my life 
except that it was very likely I would be 
in Vietnam within 24 months. Uncle Pat 
(Pasqual Chianese) and Uncle Joe (The Bake) 
decided to try me out in their auto parts 
store. I had worked here and there for a 
couple of years and even with my Pop doing 
carpentry so I figured it really would not 
be a tough job at all serving customers 
and stocking inventory. Boy. was I mis- 
taken! Pat and Joe ran their business 
like an elite, highly disciplined, marine 
military training facility. Whenever 
I was caught even leaning on a counter. 
Uncle Pat would scream out and indicate 
that I was to be standing at attention 
until a customer arrived. No matter 
how hot, cold, wet, or blustery it 
was outside, the Chianese brothers 
would order me to police the grounds 
everyday and pick-up any tiny piece 
of trash the eye could see. Always, 
they pushed me harder and harder to 
work faster and faster. I really 
looked forward to the 1/2 hr. lunch 
break which was the only time I was 
permitted to sit down. After work- 
ing here for six months, I truly 
believed that this was the way all 



jobs would be - this was the real 
world. After 18 months, inevitably, 
I found myself in basic training 
camp (US Army) . As I had expected, 
this training was very similar to 
the kind of harsh treatment I was 
used to at Economy Auto Parts . 
In fact, the army trainers noticed 
that I naturally adapted very 
quickly to the training and promptly 
advanced my rank to Platoon Leader 
which saved me from very undesirable 
work duties during my training. 

During the 70' s, 1 brought this work 
ethic to my professional career. 
My peristance and discipline led to 
higher paying and more prestigious 
positions in the Corporate World 
and finally to my ultimate goal - 
to have my own business like Uncle 
Pat and Joe. I hired my former 
corporate bosses and in 1981, started my own 
firm. Uncle Joe (Bake) used to say "read 
between the lines" and it seems that this is 
what I do for a living now in my tax practice. 

I wemt to thank these two generous hard work- 
ing men for helping me get to where I am to- 
day £md making my life much more comfortable 
than what it may have been. Thanks Guys! 
Christopher A. Chianese 



OGLETHORPE UNIVERSITY PAYS TRIBUTE TO LEO BILANCIO 

The VELnter 1990 issue of Oglethorpe University's "The Flying Petrel" features 
several pages of tributes honoring the late Professor Leo Bilancio (1927-1989) whose 
thirty (30) years plus of service on the faculty of the Atlanta based University just- 
ifiedly earned him the affectionate title of "Mr. Oglethorpe" 

The son of Nicola Bilancio and Carolina Chianese Bilancio, husband of the 
late beloved Dorothy, father of Ivan Bilancio and Jane Spillers, brother of Levds A., 
the late Rose and Sylvia Bilancio, as well as brother of Jennie Inmordino and Lorraine 
Anthony, Leo was held in the highest respect by all who knew him. 

The University's magazine cover features a smiling photo of the late Leo Bilancio 
and titled "A Celebration of the Life of Leo Bilancio: 1927-1989". The publication in- 
cludes remarks by. the University President Donald S. Stanton, members of the facility, 
students and former students, titled: 

The True Nobleman, the Gentleman - A Man of (Juiet Demeanor and Simple Courtesy 

His Inspiration Remains: A Tribute to Leo Bilancio - 

My Teacher, My Friend: A Tribute to Leo Bilancio - Leo Bilancio, A Gentle Giant 
In Respect and in Retrospect: Concerning Mr. Leo Bilancio 

Robert B. Immordino 



Xeroxed couies of the articles appearing in "The Flying -p^cr&l 
are available to any reader of La Vigna by sending $3 for handling 
costs to Bob Immordino, 34 Lawn Park Ave, Lawrenceville , NJ 08648. 
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY 




April 



May 



June 



1 ):)iane Garzio 

1 Susan Slaninka 

7 Joe Chianese 
11 Mary Armenti 
11 Theresa Guerra 
14 Jane Chianese 

16 Francis Bilancio 

17 Leo Chianese 

19 Bobbi Wiesner 

20 Joe Gervasio 

20 Loretta Chianese 

21 Pauline Chianese 

24 Joe Garzio 

25 Mark Chianese 

27 Julianne Wiesner Chianese 

27 Tosca Bilancio 
78 Elsa C>!i?.n2?s 

1 Willie Bilancio 

9 Francesca Garzio 
11 Jacalyn Anthony 
11 Pat Chianese 
24 Joey Gervasio 

26 Chris Chianese 

28 Craig Chianese 
30 Brent Schutts 

9 Jennie Immordino 

13 Terri Klepczynski 

14 Gary Wayne Schultz 

14 Susan Chianese 

15 Steven Gervasio 

16 Verdi Bilancio 

18 Dominic Gervasio 

19 Roberta Immordino 
19 Archie Bilancio 

22 Alex Chianese 
22 Robby Chianese 
22 Daniel Cohen 

24 Rita Chianese 

25 Paul Slaninka 

25 Vanessa Chianese 

26 Ira Roberts Bilancio 
26 Claudia Schutts 

30 Gary Chianese 



July 


6 


Jillian Chianese 




7 


Carey Bilancio 




13 


Tony Chianese 




16 


Ray Klepczynski 




17 


Jaime MacLeod 




19 


willieun Bilancio 




22 


John Johnson 




24 


Diane Chianese 




25 


Lorraine Anthony 




26 


Kristenna Anthony 




29 


Mary Lynn Kazzaro 




29 


Francis DeVito Cohen 




31 


Dan Nazzaro 


Aug. 


2 


Alphojise Bilancio 


4 


Jason Armenti 




5 


Bob Candelori 




8 


Phyllis Armenti 
Joe "Bear" Guerra 




9 




10 


Cheri Candelori 




11 


Clothilda Acquaviva 




11 


Joe Guerra 




12 


Scott Chianese 




12 


Joe Armenti 




19 


Jane Spillers 




21 


Henry Montague 




22 


Lucy Gervasio 




23 


Damon Klepczynski 




^3 


Philip Nazzaro 




26 


Sylvia Bilan 




27 


Rose Chianese 




29 


Bob Immordino 



31 


Felicia Garzio 


31 


Robert Garcia 


31 


Gerald Chianese 


Sep. 1 


• 

Terry Bilancio 


X 


Dr\K«T-^- P.-^nH^ loir i 


2 


Paul Slaninka 


3 


Nick Armenti 


5 


John Anthony 


14 


Robert Chianese 


15 


Gloria Bilancio 


22 


Cristina Candelori 


24 


Lee Esposito 


24 


Grace Mazzatelli 


26 


Dennis Chianese 


29 


Clelia Schultz 



HAPPY ANNIVERSARY 




April 8 Willie and Terry Bilancio 

14 Leo and Louise Chianese 
22 Theresa and Joe Guerra 
25 Archie and Rae Bilancio 

May 14 Carmen and Phyllis Armenti 

24 Claudia and Brent Schutts 

June 4 Robert and Susan Chianese 

25 Lee and Fred Esposito 

July 31 Gary « Rose Chianese 
August 16 Terra t Ray Klepczynski 



Sept. 



9 Ezna ( Bob Candelori 
30 Sue t Frank Garzio 



WHAT A SMALL WORLD! 

While Loraine Anthony was quietly 
working at her desk at Greenwood 
House Nursing Home, she ove,rheard 
volunteer Fay Pallack talking about 
Bob Chianese. Loraine 's ears perked 
up and she asked Fay if that is the 
Bob Chianese of California. Fay, 
lighting up like a Christmas tree, 
she was so happy to explain to explain 
how Bob and her daughter Susan Moran 
were childhood friends and had spent 
many a time laughing and socializing 
at her home . 

Bob Chianese was in Trenton attending 
the 30th Hamilton High School reunion 
of his high school class on June 21 
at the Skyview Country Club in Robbins- 
ville. He gave a detailed account of 
the class of 1960 and what had trans- 
pired over the past 30 years. Fay 
was very proud of Bob and her daughter, 
who is now Assistant Director of 
Admissions at University of Maryland. 
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'Scarole the Fool 

from Tales of Immigration by Robert Chianesc 

When half the village left for America, 'Scarole left with them for weren't these townsfolk his 
family? Orphan and fool, he coimted every household his own. The people obliged his fanusy and shared 
the burdens of feeding, clothing and sheltering their roving and ubiquitous son. Even those who could feel 
no filial bond to so outcast a soul became his willing patrons. For were not the mad in a living purgatory? 
God would cleanse away their own sins someday; but the fools wandered the earth with the hand of heaven 
already upon them. 

Almost any time of night or day, one could sec him treading the cobbled streets. One thought, 
'Scarole must see it his duty to pace off so much territory each day. He seemed a companion to the very 
buildings. The sighing Romeos met him face to face at sunrise after their sleepless nights. He too seemed 
an insomniac, with his stunned, comic stare and drowsy head. At dark, he often carried an unlit candle, 
seeming to search the streets for no one knew what. When he did spend a rare night indoors, he took a seat 
by the fireside and rocked in reverie rather than actually slept. On his lap, upside down, was a gift of the 
immense Father Joseph, "the Arab," a devotional book of St. John Climacus, who urged a life of careful 
breathing and walking as the highest fomi of prayer. 

War, drought and poverty ravaged the once-flourishing region, and nearly half the people had to 
emigrate from their ancient and ruined Eden. They left their well-tended gardens stunted and drying in 
the sun. 'Scarole joined them as outcasts. As the ship left the curved bay, tears poured from every eye. 
'Scarole alone remained calm, as if a life of perpetual passage had steeled him from sorrow. The people felt 
blessed by his presence, orphans now themselves. 

His life in America changed little. As once he had paced the village, he walked the outlying 
settlement, with its changing patchwork of woods, newly tilled flelds and burgeoning houses. 
People hailed him from the stoops of their summer kitchens and coaxed him under the shelter of their 
porches. Before dinnertime he would sniff out a welcome at some fragrant doorway and eat his fill. On 
Sundays, he would wait by the Qiurch entry where the charity sometimes fell into his hand instead of the 
priests'. On a rainy day, he found a warm comer by some fireside and ate fried chickpeas or honey dough 
strufoli. At his luckiest, he would accompany some family on an outing to the shore in the rented, open 
touring car. 

Like everyone else, 'Scarole sobered at the sight of the sea, for curling waves and dancing lights 
quickened thoughts of home. The shimmering horizon, the fragrant smell of sea grasses, opened clam 
shells and dampened sand, the cool wash of the racing wave—these tinged the memory with a painful hue. 
The papa and mama would peer towards home knowing the Atlantic touched the Mediterranean which 
lapped Napoli's shore. 'Scarole kept vigilant watch at the water's edge throughout the day-for a ship, a 
sign, what?-and was the last to nod his sun-reddened head under the stars that flew over the pine trees 
as the motor car sped home. 

Soon, though, the younger men suspected 'Scarole of ordinary laziness and set to train him for 
work. Their renewed sense of industry in their adopted coimtry found it hard to tolerate a man who 
wouldn't earn his keep. Much to their surprise, he seemed to know how to do just about anything. He 
could replace a broken pane, kill and dress poultry and make polenta. He knew how to plant, how to prune 
and wrap with burlap the Ivanches of the flg tree for wintering and how to throw together a bench from 
carpenter's scraps. Now a willing and able helper, he no longer roamed the streets and took a regular room 
with his earnings. 

One day Luigi, known as "the Deacon," approached him with a major project-to dig a wine cellar 

under his house. Luigi, an exacting and irascible man, gave 'Scarole careful instruction. It was to be so 
deep and so wide, with earthen stairs running in such and such a way, dirt carried to this low spot in the 
yard and then piled here, there and to be done in so much time. 'Scarole nodded at each directive, until 
finally the energetic Luigi set off in a sweat for his ten-hour shift at the woolen mill. But first he paid 
'Scarole a handsome sum— twenty-five dollars, which 'Scarole counted twice and nodded one further nod of 
assurance. 

Just before dark, Luigi arrived home, tired but eager to measure the progress on the wine cellar. 
Behind the house was a small pile of dirt, stuck with an idle shovel. The project had been hardly begim. 
Under the grape arbor, 'Scarole slept. 

Furious, Luigi woke him: "What have you done, mascalzone! Wasted the day! You slept while I 
work-and take my money. Simpleton!" And in his anger Luigi struck him. 

'Scarole stood up and rubbed the effects of the blow from his face like sleep. He put his hand in 
his rumpled pocket and took out the money. Carefully, he counted out fifteen dollars and repocketed the 
remaining ten. Astonished at 'Scarole's economy, his assessing a precise and considered cost for the blow, 
Luigi watched him enter the street and resume his habit of roaming, which he did from that day forward. 



i'HANK YOU, THANK YOU! 

We thank the following people 
who made a donation to LaViqna : 

Pat and Jane Chianese 
Bob Chianese 
Anonymous 
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DANDELIONS 

Dandelions. Dents de lion. 
The "Teeth of the lion". The 
jagged leaves. With the sunb- 
burst of a flower. 

Sundays. 1956. Seven o'clock 
Mass at St. Ann's Church was 
family law. We were always late, 
three or four minutes. To my 
Mother's infinite embarrassment. 
She always said it was my father's 
fault . 

Six or seven pews back we'd sit. 
First my Father. Then my two 
sisters. I, the youngest, sat 
next to my Mother who brought up 
the rear. My brother Terence was 
always the seven o'clock altar 
boy. He would walk to church early. 
We all felt so proud of him, except 
that Sunday he wore the results of 
his early morning chore of feeding 
the chickens on the bottoms of 
his shoes. Right where the heal 
and the sole meet. Lots of it 
for all the family and congrega- 
tion to see as he knelt praying 
the Confiteor, the Gloria, and 
ringing communion bells. 

Mass always seemed like an eternity. 
Especially those sermons when Father 
Keenan ' s face would turn red like a 
June radish as he mixed up sin and 
money in my little mind. 

After the service it was the genu- 
flect and holy water ritual, walk 
to the back lot, and vie for posi- 
tion with my sisters as we piled 
into the family's '55, two-tone 
green Chevy. We had to wait for 
our brother to snuff out the candles, 
hang up his cassock, and get his Mass 
assignments for the coming week. 
Five minutes. Then the one mile 
drive to 90 Eggerts Road. Home. 

There the first order of business 
was to "let the dog loose." Thor. 
Not much traffic on Sunday mornings. 
So he could run free then. A couple 
of hours. He spent the week tied to 
his doghouse. Ate table scraps. I 
can't remember his ever knowing 
commercial dog food. 
Then inside, change clothes, and 
breakfast. Pancakes if we were 
lucky. Dad cooked them right. 

Oh, to hear the slam of 
visiting car's door while I 
washed down that syrupy treat 
with a cold glass of pasturized 
Borden's milk. Sunday morning. 
It must be Uncle Al . 

Out I'd run. He'd already be 

making his rounds about the 
grounds. Carefully inspecting 
the blooming pear, apple, cherry 
and plum trees; he paid special 
attention to the dozen or so 
grafts he made the years before. 
Drawing on a Lucky Strike he'd 
make notes outloud to himself 



and to me. 

Beautiful April. I was seven. 

Uncle Al sixty three. More than 
the speed limit in most states 
today. He stooped to pick a 
bouquet of Dandelion flowers. 
We stood on the narrow swath of 
lawn between the garden and the 
vineyard. Where I used to pitch 
quoits with my Mom. Zephyr. 
West wind. My eyes as big as 
saucers. Seeing things all the 
Hubble Telescopes in all of 
history will never see. 

"Look at these," he commanded. 
I looked up at him. Uncle Al . 
"Don't look at me. Look at these 
Dandelion." He pusiied the 
blossoms to my attention. They 
were radiant as they magnified, 
glorified, and reflected the 
bright spring morning sun too 
well. Golden yellow. 

"You know what you do with these?" 

The question was asked not to be 
answered. "You eat em! Like 
this," he exalted, as he leaned 
over me to be sure I would 
witness his every bite. He 
pounced upon those flowers and 
devoured them with the ferocity 
and enthusiasm of a ravenous lion. 

Half a dozen pigeons flew overhead. 
They landed on the house peak. 
Wiping gold dust from his lips, he 
walked wordlessly to the opposite 
side of the vineyard. He replaced 
the polled-stained handkerchief- 
napkin in his right rear pants 
pocket . 

"Ch-ch-ch-ch. " Calling to the 
birds, and holding his left hand, 
fingers extended perpendicular to 
his palm, at arms length in front 
of him, he reached into his right 
jacket pocket. Feed. 

"Ch-ch-ch-ch" The pigeons 
swooped down to perch on his 
fingers and shoulders. Cooing 
happily they ate from his hand. 

Uncle Al. Sunday Mornings. 
How bravely he looks into the 
teeth of the lion then plucks 
from them the face of the sun 
which he eats, laughing and 
talking with the birds. 
Greater images do not exist 
in all of Rome, Naples or, 
indeed, in all the world. 

My Great Uncle Al. 



Dandelions . 

Editor's Note: Uncle Al Bilancio 

is living at Sunlawn Nursing 
576 N Main St 
Hightstown NJ 
He would welcome any visitors or 
corresponence. 
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LA VIGNA ANiTOAL FAMILY PICNIC 
Sunday. August 26. 1990 
Greene Grove. Washington Crossing Park 
Washington Crossing. New Jersey 
1:00 p.m. to Dusk 

You are inyited: 



Come and greet your 
family from far and wide! 
This La Vigna Picnic will be 
held, rain or shine. Even 
if it rains, love will shine 
in our hearts and in our 
eyes in the pavilion. 



Things to bring: 



3 0 tables in and around the 
pavilion and another 30 in 
the adjoining area near the 
parking lot and ballfield. 
There are sliding boards 
and swings for the 
children. You can bring 
food to grill for 
yourselves . 



1. Bring all members 
of your family if possible. 

2 . Bring cups and 
plates, eating utensils, 
beverages (no alcohol by 
Park rules) , for yourselves. 

3. Bring covered 

dish or dessert for 10 to 12 
people to share with everyone. 
Anyone who brings a traditional 
Italian dish will get a free 
50/50 ticket. Anyone who brings 
a dish that was a recipe in La 
' Vigna will get a Grand prize. 

4. Bring $2.00 for 
parking. (Senior citizen cars 
get in free . ) 

Optional things to bring: 

1. Folding lawn chairs. 

2. Table cloth, blanket. 

3 . A small gift item 
(could be something small around 
the house which can be used as a 
gift for activities and contests) . 

4 . Charcoal brickettes 

and starter fluid, aluminum foil, 
napkins, paper towels (if you 
plan to grill only) . 

5. Guitar or any musical 
instrument . 

6. Any table games like 
Battleship or cards; and any lawn 
games like volleyball, softball, 
badminton, quoits, etc. 

7. Polaroid camera and 
extra film. 

8. Family pictures to share. 

General Information 



Greene Grove is open from 
early morning and we look 
forward to seeing everyone 
arrive by 1 o'clock. We 
will eat dinner together at 
2:30 p.m. Some activities 
possible for the day are: 
nature walks, softball, 
volleyball, 100 yard dash, 
sing-a-long, scavenger hunt 
and story telling about 
family happenings by anyone 
who wants to, to add to, 
and build family traditions 
or recollections. 

DON'T FORGET! MARK YOUR 
CALENDAR FOR AUGUST 26TH 

For any questions call: 

Lorraine Anthony 
609-586-1259 



Greene Grove is reserved for 
us, and restricted to others. There 
are many tables and grills. There are 



